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paragraph. The allusion seemed to him unmistakable,
and malicious into the bargain. * Lion-hunter ' would not
have been plainer. Unfortunately, in a primary sense
i lion-hunter' was a compliment, and Soames doubted
whether its secondary sense had ever been ' laid down '
as libellous. He was still brooding deeply, when the young
men ranged alongside.
" Well, sir ? "
" Ah ! " said Soames. " I want to speak to you. You've
got a traitor in the camp." And, without meaning to at
all, he looked angrily at Francis Wilmot.
" Now, sir ? " said Michael, when they were in his study,
Soames held out the folded paper.
Michael read the paragraph and made a face.
" Whoever wrote that comes to your evenings," said
Soames ; " that's clear. Who is he ? "
" Very likely a she."
" D'you mean to say they print such things by women ? "
Michael did not answer. Old Forsyte was behind the
times.
" Will they tell me who it is, if I go down to them ? "
asked Soames.
" No, fortunately."
" How d'you mean ' fortunately ' ? "
" Well, sir, the Press is a sensitive plant. I'm afraid
you might make it curl up. Besides, it's always saying
nice things that aren't deserved."
" But this------" began Soames ; he stopped in time, and
substituted : " Do you mean that we've got to sit down
under it ? "
" To lie down, I'm afraid."
" Fleur has an evening to-morrow."
" Yes."
" I shall stay up for it, and keep my eyes open."